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THE  FUNERAL  SERVICES 


HE  funeral  services  for  Reverend  H.  A.  Brown,  D.  D., 
who  for  forty  years  was  pastor  of  the  First  Baptist 
Church  of  this  city,  and  for  several  years  preceding 
his  death  was  Pastor  Emeritus  of  all  the  Baptist 
churches  in  Winston-Salem,  were  held  on  Saturday, 
April  27th,  1929,  at  three  o'clock  P.  M.,  at  the  First  Baptist 
Church  of  this  city. 

The  altar  of  the  church  was  banked  with  one  of  the  most 
elaborate  displays  of  floral  tributes  ever  assembled  in  this  com- 
munity on  a  like  occasion.  And  there,  among  the  beautiful 
flowers,  the  body  lay  in  state  from  eleven  o'clock  A.  M.  until 
two  o'clock  P.  M.,  thus  affording  an  opportunity  to  the  great 
host  of  friends  and  admirers  of  the  deceased  for  the  last  look 
before  the  casket  was  closed. 

Long  before  the  hour  set  for  the  service,  the  large  audi- 
torium was  completely  filled,  save  for  the  seats  reserved  for  the 
family,  friends,  pallbearers,  honorary  pallbearers,  members  of 
the  Masonic  Fraternity,  old  soldiers,  Ministers'  Association, 
etc.  During  the  hush  preceding  the  entrance  of  the  funeral 
cortege,  Mr.  Paul  Lupo,  organist,  played  several  appropriate 
selections  on  the  organ,  among  which  were,  "Lead,  Kindly 
Light,"  "Consolation,"  and  "O  Rest  In  The  Lord." 

Then,  to  the  strains  of  Beethoven's  Funeral  March  on  the 
organ,  the  pallbearers  and  honorary  pallbearers  entered, 
led  by  Doctor  Wingate  M.  Johnson  and  Mr.  Joseph  R.  Fletcher, 
being  followed  by  members  of  the  Masonic  Fraternity,  of  which 
Order  the  deceased  had  been  the  beloved  Chaplain  for  many 
years.  The  entire  congregation  arose  and  remained  stand- 
ing until  after  the  entrance  of  Rev.  John  R.  Jester,  D.  D., 
pastor  of  the  First  Baptist  Church,  together  with  Rt.  Rev. 
Edward  Rondthaler,  Bishop  of  the  Southern  Province  of  the 
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Moravian  Church,  Rev.  D.  Clay  Lilly,  D.  D.,  pastor  of  Rey- 
nolda  Presbyterian  Church,  Rev.  Livingston  Johnson,  D.  D., 
editor  of  the  "Biblical  Recorder,"  of  Raleigh,  N.  C,  and  Rev. 
V.  M.  Swaim,  pastor  of  the  Southside  Baptist  Church,  all  of 
whom  occupied  seats  on  the  pulpit. 

After  the  congregation  had  resumed  their  seats,  the  choir 
sang  Dr.  Brown's  favorite  hymn,  "My  Faith  Looks  Up  To 
Thee": 

"My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  Divine: 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
0  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine. 

"May  Thy  rich  Grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire; 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  Thee, 
Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 

"While  Life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  Guide; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

"When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll; 
Blest  Saviour,  then  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove, 
0  bear  me  safe  above, 

— A  ransomed  soul!" 

Doctor  Jester:  "The  Scriptures  will  be  read  by  Doctor 
D.  Clay  Lilly." 

SCRIPTURE  READING 

Doctor  Lilly:  "I  am  reading  from  the  Fifteenth  Chap- 
ter of  First  Corinthians.  I  think  we  might  call  this  the  pro- 
clamation of  triumph  of  life  over  death: 
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"  'Moreover,  brethren,  I  declare  unto  you  the 
gospel  which  I  preached  unto  you,  which  also  ye  have 
received,  and  wherein  ye  stand; 

By  which  also  ye  are  saved,  if  ye  keep  in  memory 
what  I  preached  unto  you,  unless  ye  have  believed  in 
vain. 

For  I  delivered  unto  you  first  of  all  that  which 
I  also  received,  how  that  Christ  died  for  our  sins  ac- 
cording to  the  Scriptures; 

And  that  He  was  buried,  and  that  He  rose  again 
the  third  day,  according  to  the  scriptures  

Now  if  Christ  be  preached  that  He  rose  from  the 
dead,  how  say  some  among  you  that  there  is  no  resur- 
rection of  the  dead? 

But  if  there  be  no  resurrection  of  the  dead,  then 
is  Christ  not  risen: 

And  if  Christ  be  not  risen,  then  is  our  preaching 
vain,  and  your  faith  is  also  vain. 

Yea,  and  we  are  found  false  witnesses  of  God; 
because  we  have  testified  of  God  that  He  raised  up 
Christ:  whom  He  raised  not  up,  if  so  be  that  the  dead 
rise  not. 

For  if  the  dead  rise  not,  then  is  not  Christ  raised: 

And  if  Christ  be  not  raised,  your  faith  is  vain;  ye 
are  yet  in  your  sins. 

Then  they  also  which  are  fallen  asleep  in  Christ 
are  perished. 

If  in  this  life  only  we  have  hope  in  Christ,  we 
are  of  all  men  most  miserable. 

But  now  is  Christ  risen  from  the  dead,  and  be- 
come the  first  fruits  of  them  that  slept. 

For  since  by  man  came  death,  by  man  came  also 
the  resurrection  of  the  dead. 

For  as  in  Adam  all  die,  even  so  in  Christ  shall 
all  be  made  alive. 

But  every  man  in  his  own  order;  Christ  the  first 
fruits;  afterward  they  that  are  Christ's  at  his  coming. 

All  flesh  is  not  the  same  flesh:  but  there  is  one 
kind  of  flesh  of  men,  another  flesh  of  beasts,  another 
of  fishes,  and  another  of  birds. 
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There  are  also  celestial  bodies,  and  bodies  ter- 
restrial: but  the  glory  of  the  celestial  is  one,  and  the 
glory  of  the  terrestrial  is  another. 

There  is  one  glory  of  the  sun,  and  another  glory 
of  the  moon,  and  another  glory  of  the  stars:  for  one 
star  differeth  from  another  star  in  glory. 

So  also  is  the  resurrection  of  the  dead.  It  is 
sown  in  corruption;  it  is  raised  in  incorruption: 

It  is  sown  in  dishonor;  it  is  raised  in  glory:  it  is 
sown  in  weakness;  it  is  raised  in  power: 

It  is  sown  a  natural  body;  it  is  raised  a  spiritual 
body.  There  is  a  natural  body,  and  there  is  a 
spiritual  body  

Now  this  I  say,  brethren,  that  flesh  and  blood 
cannot  inherit  the  Kingdom  of  God;  neither  doth  cor- 
ruption inherit  incorruption. 

Behold,  I  shew  you  a  mystery;  we  shall  not  all 
sleep,  but  we  shall  all  be  changed; 

In  a  moment,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  at  the 
last  Trump:  for  the  Trumpet  shall  sound,  and  the 
dead  shall  be  raised  incorruptible,  and  we  shall  all  be 
changed. 

For  this  corruptible  must  put  on  incorruption, 
and  this  mortal  must  put  on  immortality. 

So  when  this  corruptible  shall  have  put  on  in- 
corruption, and  this  mortal  shall  have  put  on  im- 
mortality, then  shall  be  brought  to  pass  the  saying 
that  is  written,  Death  is  swallowed  up  in  victory. 

O  Death,  where  is  thy  sting?  O  Grave,  where 
is  thy  victory? 

The  sting  of  death  is  sin,  and  the  strength  of  sin 
is  the  law. 

But  thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  vic- 
tory through  our  Lord,  Jesus  Christ. 

Therefore,  my  beloved  brethren,  be  ye  steadfast, 
unmovable,  always  abounding  in  the  work  of  the  Lord, 
forasmuch  as  ye  know  that  your  labor  is  not  in  vain 
in  the  Lord.'  " 

Doctor  Jester:  "We  will  now  be  led  in  prayer 
Doctor  Livingston  Johnson,  of  Raleigh,  N.  C,  editor  of 
Biblical  Recorder." 


{Page  eight) 


PRAYER 


Doctor  Johnson:  "Our  Father,  we  are  always  glad  to 
call  Thee  Father,  but  there  are  times  when  that  name  means 
more  to  us  than  at  any  other  time.  We  need  Thee  every  hour 
and  in  every  experience,  but  when  we  come  down  to  a  time  like 
this  we  feel  especially  the  need  of  Thy  presence;  and  when  our 
hearts  are  torn,  we  thank  Thee  that,  like  children,  we  can  look 
up  to  Thee  and  know  that  'like  as  a  father  pitieth  his  children, 
so  the  Lord  pitieth  all  them  that  fear  Him/  for  'He  knoweth 
our  frame  and  remembereth  that  we  are  dust.' 

"We  thank  Thee,  our  Father,  for  all  the  blessings  which 
Thou  hast  given,  and  for  all  the  gifts  of  Thy  love,  but  just 
now  we  are  thinking  of  Thy  Supreme  Gift,  the  gift  of  Thine 
only  Son,  our  Lord,  who  loved  us  and  gave  Himself  for  us. 
We  thank  Thee  that  He  willingly  offered  Himself  as  a  sacri- 
fice and  suffered  all  the  shame  and  ignominy  of  death  on  the 
cross;  that  He  took  upon  Him  our  nature,  by  becoming  man, 
and  'bore  our  sins  in  His  body  on  the  tree;'  that  He  'suffered 
the  just  for  the  unjust,'  thus  making  atonement  for  us;  that 
He  died  to  redeem  us  from  the  curse  of  sin;  that  He  was  buried 
and  that  He  rose  again  on  the  third  day.  We  thank  Thee 
that  the  grave  could  not  hold  Him;  that  He  came  forth  from 
Joseph's  tomb,  in  which  He  had  been  placed,  and  thus  became 
the  pledge  for  our  resurrection. 

"In  this  funeral  hour,  we  thank  Thee  that  the  living  Christ 
is  here,  in  the  person  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  He  promised  to  be 
with  us  all  the  days — days  of  sorrow  and  of  joy,  days  of  dark- 
ness and  of  light,  days  of  sunshine  and  of  clouds.  Today  may 
His  presence  be  very  real  to  us  all. 

"We  thank  Thee  that  this  glorious  gospel  of  the  crucified 
and  risen  Christ  has  been  committed  to  man  to  preach,  and  that 
Thou  dost  call  man  to  preach  this  everlasting  gospel. 

"We  thank  Thee  for  the  life  of  Thy  servant,  our  brother, 
who  has  gone  from  us.  We  thank  Thee  that  as  he  walked  hand 
in  hand  with  his  God  through  many  years,  that  he  was  ever 
true  to  Thy  Word;  that  he  proclaimed  from  his  life,  as  well  as 
from  his  lips,  the  'blessed  gospel  of  the  Son  of  God/  and  that 
during  his  long  and  useful  life  he  led  so  many  to  put  their 
trust  in  the  Saviour,  and  that  through  his  ministry — through 
his  own  bright  Christian  experience — he  could  attract  so  many 
others  to  Thee.  We  thank  Thee  for  his  likeness  to  his  Lord, 
and  that  he  lived  so  long  here,  to  let  his  light  shine  before  men, 
and  that  many,  seeing  his  good  works,  were  led  to  glorify 
Thee,  our  Father  in  Heaven. 
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"We  thank  Thee  for  the  mortal  life  of  him  who  trusted  in 
Thee,  and  that  he  did  not  receive  the  Grace  of  God  in  vain. 
We  thank  Thee  for  the  memories  we  shall  have,  as  the  years 
come  and  go,  of  his  walk  with  Thee,  for  he  ever  did  keep  Thee 
as  his  companion,  and  his  works  do  follow  him.  He  is  gone 
from  us,  but  he  is  not  dead.  He  still  lives,  in  the  lives  of  those 
whom  he  led  to  Christ,  and  by  the  good  deeds  which  he  did 
while  he  was  here  upon  earth. 

"We  pray  that  this  gospel  may  mean  more  to  all  of  us, 
because  of  him  whom  Thou  hast  taken  from  us,  and  as  he  fol- 
lowed his  Master,  so  may  we  strive  to  be  more  like  him  in  our 
lives  and  in  our  influence. 

"We  pray  Thy  blessings,  our  Father,  upon  all  those  here — 
especially  those,  O  Father,  whose  loss  is  so  great — not  only 
upon  those  who  were  related  to  him  by  blood,  but  upon  all  to 
whom  he  endeared  himself  through  long  years  of  helpful 
ministry — the  Lord  be  gracious  to  them  all  and  comfort  them 
in  this  hour  of  great  sorrow.  The  clouds  have  all  lifted  from 
him,  and  he  is  in  that  land  where  the  sun  forever  shines,  and  it 
is  a  great  consolation  to  know  that  he  is  gone  from  his  suffering 
and  sorrow,  to  be  'forever  with  the  Lord.'  With  him  there  can 
be  no  more  pain,  for  there  he  is  in  the  presence  of  that  Master 
whom  he  so  faithfully  served  while  here  on  earth. 

"And  now,  O  Father,  be  with  us  as  we  journey  on  a  while 
longer  in  Thy  service  here  amid  these  earthly  scenes.  Help 
us  to  be  faithful  to  Thee,  and  may  we  find  our  chief  joy — as  he 
did,  and  as  his  Master  did — in  doing  good  to  others.  May  we 
all  look  forward,  with  happy  anticipation,  to  that  time  'when 
those  long  parted  shall  meet  again,  and  meet  to  part  no  more.' 

"We  thank  Thee  that  the  grave  does  not  end  all,  and 
while  we  place  this  body  there  to  await  the  Trumpet  which 
shall  call  forth  the  dead,  we  do  so  with  full  assurance  that  his 
spirit  is  with  Thee. 

"We  thank  Thee  that,  after  His  death,  the  Saviour  went 
down  into  the  grave,  and  that  He  came  forth,  breaking  the 
bands  of  death,  'bringing  life  and  immortality  to  light,'  and  that 
we  need  not  fear  the  shadow  of  the  tomb,  because  He  made 
the  grave  a  portal  through  which  we  shall  pass  into  that  Land 
of  Bliss — a  causeway  bridging  the  way  to  that  Home  on  High; 
for  those  who  believe  in  Christ  shall  have  an  abundant  entrance 
into  that  land  of  eternal  life.  And  we  know  that  our  dear 
brother,  Thy  servant,  has  heard  from  the  lips  of  his  Master 
the  blessed  words:  'Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant; 
thou  hast  been  faithful  over  a  few  things,  I  will  make  thee 
ruler  over  many  things:  enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord.' 
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Make  our  lives  thus  to  be  linked  with  Thine,  O  Father,  in  the 
great  purpose  of  love  which  Thou  hast  for  the  world,  and  give 
us  all  a  good  Home-coming  when  the  time  of  our  earthly 
service  is  ended.    We  pray  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  Amen/' 

ADDRESS  BY  DOCTOR  JESTER 

Doctor  Jester:  "The  greatest  human  credential  of 
Christianity  as  he  was  nearing  the  end  of  his  earthly  way  said: 
'The  time  of  my  departure  is  come.  I  have  fought  the  good 
fight,  I  have  finished  the  course,  I  have  kept  the  faith:  hence- 
forth there  is  laid  up  for  me  the  crown  of  righteousness,  which 
the  Lord,  the  righteous  judge,  shall  give  me  at  that  day:  and 
not  to  me  only,  but  also  to  all  them  that  have  loved  His  appear- 
ing.' 

"These  words  of  assurance  could  have  been  fittingly 
spoken  by  Doctor  Brown,  when  at  noon  on  Thursday  God's 
angel  quietly  stopped  his  tired  heart,  kissed  away  his  shortened 
breath,  and  took  him  in  heaven's  chariot  to  dwell  with  the 
ransomed  host  above.  His  departure  has  occasioned  universal 
sorrow.  Many  hearts  have  cried  out  as  did  Elisha  of  old, 
when  he  beheld  Elijah  being  borne  up  into  the  opening  heavens: 
'My  Father!  My  Father!  The  chariot  of  Israel  and  the  horse- 
men thereof/  because  for  more  than  half  a  century  he  has  stood 
as  God's  unfaltering  prophet  to  our  day  and  generation. 

"Empty  words  of  praise  of  Doctor  Henry  A.  Brown  would 
be  superfluous,  for  his  life  as  lived  among  us  will  continue  to 
'chant  its  own  beatitudes;'  however  there  wells  up  in  every 
heart  of  this  large  company  a  testimony  to  his  goodness  and 
worth. 

"Sir  Walter  Scott  has  embalmed  the  character  of  a  peas- 
ant, whose  religious  zeal  caused  him  to  visit  year  by  year  the 
burial  places  in  Southern  Scotland  for  the  purpose  of  deepen- 
ing the  epitaphs  of  those  who  are  known  as  the  'Martyrs  of  the 
Covenant/  The  infirmities  of  age  and  failing  eyesight  did 
not  affect  the  ardor  of  his  devotion,  but  he  continued  to  make 
his  annual  rounds,  until  at  last  by  the  roadside  death  stilled  his 
loyal  heart,  and  the  neighbors  laid  him  to  rest  among  the  ashes 
of  those  whom  he  had  loved  so  well.  Emulating  his  purpose 
we  today  would  cut  a  little  deeper  upon  the  tablet  of  our  hearts 
the  spirit  of  Doctor  Brown,  and  thus  keep  in  immortal  green 
the  memory  of  him  who  is  now  spending  his  third  day  in 
heaven. 
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"We  would  canonize  no  man,  and  could  he  speak  today, 
like  the  saintly,  dying  Carey,  he  would  say:  'I  am  only  a  sin- 
ner saved  by  grace.'  But  well  may  we  pause  for  a  brief  time 
to  think  of  the  rich  lessons  of  his  long  and  useful  life,  for  in 
some  respects  'we  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again.'  In 
bringing  my  own  testimony  it  is  more  like  that  of  a  son  con- 
cerning a  father  than  of  a  friend  and  pastor;  for  since  the  home 
going  of  my  aged  father  years  ago,  no  one  has  so  entered  into 
my  own  life,  claiming  the  reverence  of  a  son,  as  has  Doctor 
Brown. 

"It  is  difficult  to  analyze  greatness,  but  it  has  been  said 
that  true  greatness  consists  in  depth  of  intellect  and  breadth  of 
attainment,  combined  with  greatness  of  heart,  and  gentleness 
of  spirit.  Measured  by  that  standard  no  one  in  our  memories 
has  surpassed  him.  For  fifty-two  years  he  livecl  as  God's  serv- 
ant in  this  community,  and  for  forty  years  he  served  as  pastor 
of  this  church.  As  we  think  of  his  life  many  things  crowd  for 
utterance,  but  the  limits  of  time  will  permit  us  only  to  speak 
of  four  characteristics,  yet  these  are  so  comprehensive  that  they 
disclose  his  worth  as  a  man,  a  minister,  and  a  Christian. 

"First  of  all,  we  would  speak  of  his  SINCERITY. 

"God  in  describing  a  heaven-sent  messenger,  through  the 
prophet  Malachi,  says:  'The  law  of  truth  was  in  his  mouth,  and 
unrighteousness  was  not  found  in  his  lips:  he  walked  with  me 
in  peace  and  uprightness,  and  turned  many  away  from  iniquity.' 
Doctor  Brown  spurned  with  a  holy  hatred  double  dealing, 
chicanery,  sham,  fraud  and  falsehood.  In  sincerity  his  soul 
was  as  clear  as  a  sunbeam,.  His  noble  character,  as  true  as 
steel,  made  possible  all  else  in  his  life. 

"This  sincerity  urged  him  on  over  great  difficulties  during 
his  days  in  college,  that  he  might  fit  himself  for  larger  useful- 
ness; nor  did  it  forsake  him  in  after  years,  when  as  a  diligent 
student  and  pastor  he  toiled  on  to  show  himself  'approved  unto 
God'  as  a  workman  in  holy  things.  This  led  him  to  give  his 
best  to  the  work  to  which  he  had  committed  his  life  by  service 
to  his  fellow  men,  his  church,  and  his  beloved  denomination. 
Sincerity  was  the  foundation  of  his  other  virtues.  Truth  was 
his  shield  and  buckler. 

"Again  we  think  of  him  in  his  SIMPLICITY. 

"Great  souls  are  always  lovers  of  simplicity.  As  a  preacher 
he  believed  that  preaching  is  not  to  amuse  and  entertain,  but  to 
save  and  upbuild.  To  him  Christ  was  the  center  of  his  mes- 
sages, and  the  one  need  of  all.    It  might  well  be  said  of  him: 
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"He  held  the  Lamp  of  Truth  each  day 

So  low  that  none  could  miss  the  way, 

And  yet  so  high  to  bring  in  sight 

That  picture  fair — the  world's  great  Light — 

That  gazing  up— the  Lamp  between— 

The  hand  that  held  it  scarce  was  seen. 

"He  held  the  Pitcher,  stooping  low, 

To  lips  of  little  ones  below, 

Then  raised  it  to  the  weary  saint 

And  bade  him  drink  when  sick  and  faint; 

They  drank  —the  Pitcher  thus  between — 

The  hand  that  held  it  scarce  was  seen. 

"He  blew  the  Trumpet,  soft  and  clear 
That  trembling  sinners  need  not  fear, 
And  then  with  louder  note  and  bold 
To  shake  the  strength  of  Satan's  hold, 
They  heard — the  Trumpet  thus  between — 
The  hand  that  held  it  scarce  was  seen. 

"And  when  the  Master  said — 'Well  done, 
Thou  good  and  faithful  servant,  Come! 
Lay  down  the  Pitcher  and  the  Lamp; 
Lay  down  the  Trumpet, — leave  the  camp' — 
Those  weary  hands  in  heaven  are  seen, 
Clasped  in  His  pierced  ones,  naught  between. 

"As  in  his  message, — so  in  his  tastes,  he  magnified  the 
simple  life,  knowing  that  he  who  attains  this  has  chosen  the 
better  part.  By  this  he  kept  touch  with  men  and  entered  into 
the  mind  of  the  Master.  The  greatest  of  earth  have  ever 
trodden  this  path. 

"We  would  also  emphasize  the  fact  of  his  SPIRITUALITY. 

"His  conversion  was  clear  cut,  and  his  surrender  of  life  to 
Christ  decisive.  It  was  said  of  Doctor  John  Clifford  that  he 
had  a  conscience  without  a  crack  in  it,  and  it  was  equally  true 
of  Doctor  Brown  that  he  had  religious  convictions  without  any 
interrogation  points  about  them.  He  did  not  seek  to  invent 
a  gospel,  but  believed  that  it  was  his  mission  to  deliver  one 
that  had  been  intrusted  to  him  by  his  Lord  and  Master.  Up- 
on the  verities  of  the  gospel  he  rested  his  soul,  and  loyalty  to 
Christ  was  his  dominant  motive. 

"But  while  he  possessed  the  faith  of  a  mystic,  he  looked 
upon  life  as  a  sacred  trust  to  be  spent  in  active  service  to  others 
and  for  hastening  the  coming  of  the  Kingdom.  To  this  end  he 
sowed  beside  all  waters,  looked  to  God  for  the  harvest,  and  he 
did  not  look  and  wait  in  vain.  While  he  exhalted  grace,  he 
found  a  large  place  for  the  outflowing  of  service  as  the  best 
evidence  of  its  operation  upon  the  heart. 

"But  we  find  his  greatest  attribute  in  his  SAINTLINESS. 

"He  walked  with  God  in  peace  and  uprightness.  If  spiritu- 
ality is  the  inward  side  of  religious  experience,  then  saintliness 
is  the  outward  manifestation.  In  the  eyes  of  the  world  this 
was  his  crowning  virtue.    Genuine  goodness  of  heart  manifest- 
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ed  itself  in  tenderness  of  spirit,  depth  of  sympathy  and  breadth 
of  charity.  Who  was  ever  in  his  presence  but  for  even  a  short 
while,  who  was  not  made  better?  In  soul  he  touched  the 
heavenlies,  'allured  to  brighter  worlds  and  led  the  way/  'I  wish 
I  were  more  like  him/  is  doubtless  the  verdict  of  every  one  who 
was  fortunate  enough  to  know  him. 

"I  count  it  a  misfortune  not  to  have  known  him  personally 
except  for  the  last  seven  years,  but  during  this  time  we  have 
had  most  intimate  fellowship,  for  which  I  shall  never  cease  to 
be  grateful.  We  have  often  conversed  about  the  deeper  realities 
of  things  spiritual,  and  as  we  have  thus  talked,  like  Moses  his 
face  would  shine  with  the  light  of  another  world  beating  upon 
his  brow.  No  cloud  of  doubts  obscured  his  vision.  He  often 
spoke  of  going  home.  Like  the  great  Apostle,  at  times  he 
seemed  to  long  to  be  freed  from  weakness  and  suffering,  and  to 
be  with  Christ  which  is  far  better.  During  my  last  visit  with 
him  a  few  days  ago  he  said:  'Pastor,  my  work  is  done,  I  am 
just  waiting  His  call.'  To  this  I  replied:  'They  also  serve  who 
only  stand  and  wait,  and  we  need  you,  every  one.' 

■*        *        *  *• 

"If  the  noblest  traits  of  character  still  cling  to  us  in  the 
life  beyond,  and  form  a  basis  for  new  fellowships  there,  then  it 
is  no  stretch  of  imagination  to  believe  that  already  he  has  enter- 
ed into  blessed  association  with  the  beloved  desciple  who  leaned 
upon  the  bosom  of  the  Lord,  for  by  spiritual  affinity  they 
would  know  each  other  at  the  first  meeting.  Our  fancy  also 
dwells  upon  the  joyous  reception  that  was  doubtless  accorded 
him  in  the  company  of  the  blood  washed  throng,  which  no  man 
can  number,  among  whom  are  a  multitude  who  have  been  blessed 
by  his  earthly  ministry.  But  best  of  all  was  the  welcome  of 
the  Pierced  Hand  and  the  meaningful  words,  'Well  done.' 

*        *        *  * 

"We  today  would  make  our  own  the  inscription  on  the 
monument  above  the  remains  of  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Kings- 
ley  in  Eversley  Church  yard,  words  so  typical  of  their  devotion 
to  each  other:  'Amavimus,  amamus,  amabimus' — we  loved,  we 
love,  we  will  love.  In  life  we  loved  him,  in  death  we  cherish 
his  memory,  and  in  eternity  we  shall  love  him  still.  Live  on, 
thou  blessed  spirit,  until  we  shall  greet  thee  on  the  other  side; 
when  the  day  dawns  and  the  shadows  flee  away !  Good  bye  for 
the  little  while  until  we  meet  again  in  fairer  climes,  and  know 
as  we  are  known. 
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"  'He  does  not  mean,  though  heaven  be  fair, 

To  change  the  spirits  entering  there, 

That  they  forget  the  eyes  upraised  and  wet, 

The  lips  too  still  for  prayer, 

The  mute  depair. 

"I  do  believe  they  will  receive 

Us,  you  and  me,  and  be  so  glad  to  meet  us, 

That  when  most  I  would  grow  sad, 

I  just  begin  to  think  about  that  gladness, 

And  the  day,  when  they  shall  tell  us  all  about  the  way 

That  they  have  learned  to  go, 

Heaven's  pathway  show. 

"My  lost,  my  own  and  I 

Shall  have  so  much  to  see  together  by  and  by; 

I  do  believe  that  just  the  same  sweet  face, 

But  glorified,  is  waiting  for  me 

In  the  place  where  we  shall  meet, 

If  only  I,  through  grace, 

Am  counted  worthy  in  that  By  and  By.'  " 

At  the  close  of  Doctor  Jester's  address,  the  following 
vocal  duet,  "Closer  To  Him/'  was  rendered  by  Mr.  Jasper  M. 
Dean  and  Mr.  James  E.  Thomas: 

"The  Saviour  is  nearer  to  me  every  day, 
The  closer  I  cling  to  Him, 
And  brighter  His  glory  illumines  my  way, 
The  closer  I  live  to  HIM. 

Closer  to  Him, 

Closer  to  Him, 
I  want  to  live  closer  to  Jesus; 
There  is  no  one  so  precious,  so  faithful  to  me, 
And  I  want  to  live  closer  to  Him. 

"His  service  grows  sweeter  and  sweeter  to  me, 
The  closer  I  live  to  Him, 

And  more  of  His  goodness  and  mercies  I  see, 
The  closer  I  live  to  Him. 

Closer  to  Him, 
Closer  to  Him, 
I  want  to  live  closer  to  Jesus; 
There  is  no  one  so  precious,  so  faithful  to  me, 
And  I  want  to  live  closer  to  Him. 

"I  want  more  and  more  in  His  likeness  to  be, 
The  closer  I  live  to  Him, 
And  surer  I  am  that  His  face  I  shall  see, 
The  closer  I  live  to  Him. 

Closer  to  Him, 

Closer  to  Him, 
I  want  to  live  closer  to  Jesus; 
There  is  no  one  so  precious,  so  faithful  to  me, 
And  I  want  to  live  closer  to  Him." 

Doctor  Jester:  "More  than  half  a  century  ago,  two 
pastors  came  to  this  city  about  the  same  time.    There  grew  up 
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immediately  between  them  a  friendship  that  ripened  into  a 
fellowship  deeper  than  friendship,  with  the  passing  years. 
How  beautiful  it  became !  As  the  years  passed,  they  entered 
into  a  covenant,  as  they  spoke  of  it,  that  the  one  who  went 
first  should  have  the  comfort  of  knowing  that  the  other  one 
would  attend  the  funeral  services  and  take  part  in  the  last 
rites. 

"How  glad  we  are  that  the  other  one  of  these  two  men 
of  God — the  remaining  party  to  this  covenant — is  with  us  to^ 
day,  and  out  of  a  heart  of  love  and  long  friendship,  will  now 
bring  us  his  message.    Bishop  Rondthaler." 

ADDRESS  BY  BISHOP  RONDTHALER 

"  'Blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord  from  hence- 
forth; yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may  rest  from  their 
labours,  and  their  works  do  follow  them/ 

"On  this  particular  day,  in  this  special  hour,  dearly  be- 
loved, this  Scripture  has  gone  into  fulfillment;  these  words 
apply  especially  to  the  memory  of  our  dear  departed  friend 
and  brother. 

"Doctor  Brown  was  a  good  preacher;  we  all  know  he  was 
a  good  one.  He  always  had  something  worth  while  to  say, 
and  something  which  was  most  needed  in  practical  life. 

"He  was  an  ideal  pastor.  We  have  listened  with  great 
satisfaction  of  Tieart  as  he  preached  his  sermons  on  Sunday; 
and  then,  on  Monday  morning  he  would  start  out  upon  his 
pastoral  visits  and  duties,  to  occupy  a  very  great  part  of  the 
week.  Pastoral  visits  are  always  important,  but  they  were 
especially  so,  during  the  days  when  Doctor  Brown  and  I  first 
came  to  this  community.  It  was  a  time  when  strife  land 
antagonism  was  rife  among  the  people,  and  this  continued  for 
some  time,  especially  during  the  early  years  of  his  ministry, 
when  a  great  deal  of  personal  work  was  needed  among  the 
fold.  It  was  particularly  needed  then,  for  it  was  the  growing 
time  of  what  was  to  become  a  large  city.  And  as  he  and  I 
went  about  our  pastoral  duties,  we  met  again  and  again  in  the 
streets  of  Winston-Salem,  pausing  to  greet  each  other — some- 
times from  across  the  street — often  in  the  rain,  he  under  his 
umbrella  and  I  under  mine,  saluting  one  another  from  a  dis- 
tance, but  not  being  permitted  at  such  times  to  join  each  other 
and  enjoy  one  another's  company,  for  in  those  days  the  mud 
and  water  was  too  deep  for  us  to  get  any  closer  to  each  other. 
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"The  upbuilding  of  the  Lord's  Kingdom  upon  such  a  firm 
foundation,  both  in  the  city  of  Winston-Salem  and  in  the  sur- 
rounding community,  is  largely  due  to  the  foundation  work  of 
Doctor  Brown. 

"What  I  used  to  admire  in  him  so  much  was  that  he  was 
an  exceedingly  human  man,  and  yet  very  practical  in  his  views 
of  life.  I  remember,  more  than  once,  some  one  came  to  him 
and  in  rather  extravagant  language  asked  him  to  preach  certain 
things,  and  he  would  say:  'No,  no,  I  can't  do  that;  I  can't 
preach  anything  that  I  am  not  able  to  live  up  to,  or  to  practice, 
myself.'  That  was  the  line,  as  our  good  preacher  said  a  few 
moments  ago  in  his  splendid  address — that  was  the  sincere  and 
simple  line  of  preaching  and  the  way  of  living  that  he  followed 
out  to  the  very  end  of  his  days. 

"The  community  into  which  he  came,  so  soon  after  the 
Civil  War,  needed  to  be  welded  together,  for  there  were 
jealousies  and  difficulties  that  needed  to  be  settled  and  which 
could  best  be  dealt  with  in  a  religious  way — and  that  is  the  way 
in  which  Doctor  Brown  endeavored  to  settle  them.  As  the 
years  went  on,  there  was  gradually  evolved  a  new  community. 
To  meet  the  antagonism  and  prejudices  and  religious  differ- 
ences of  those  early  days,  it  was  necessary  that  the  gospel  of 
religious  union  should  be  spread  abroad  among  the  hearts  of 
the  people,  to  enable  them  to  face  the  contingencies  of  the  hour 
and  to  bring  them  closer  together  into  what  they  are  now — a 
flourishing  and  rapidly  growing  community. 

"To  my  mind,  the  work  in  which  Doctor  Brown  was  en- 
gaged, during  the  early  years  of  his  pastorate,  was  a  funda- 
mental work — to  get  people  together  again,  united  in  the  ways 
of  religious  thinking  and  religious  action.  He  did  the  founda- 
tion work,  and  he  has  lived  to  see  how  very  much  has  been 
accomplished  in  that  way.  His  influence,  earnest  efforts  and 
fervent  prayers  have  helped  to  shape  the  destiny  of  this  great 
city.  Though  sometimes  hidden,  perhaps,  in  part,  yet  lying 
underneath  all  the  achievements  of  this  community,  has  been 
felt  the  influence  of  Doctor  Brown.  There  have  been  crises 
in  this  community  which  had  to  be  dealt  with  in  the  early  days, 
which  perhaps  not  everybody  here  is  familiar  with  today: 
industrial  and  spiritual  crises,  both.  I  recollect  well  the  time 
when  even  some  of  our  best  business  men  were  beginning  to 
consider  whether  or  not  to  move  out  of  this  section  into  some 
other  environment  which  might  seem  to  offer  more  encourage- 
ment and  better  opportunities.  And  I  well  remember  the 
spiritual  crises  of  similar  character,  when  Brother  Brown  and 
I  would  meet  together  and  seek  the  fulfillment  of  so  many  of 
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the  plans  and  hopes  and  aspirations  which  we  had  discussed 
together. 

"When  we  first  commenced  to  love  each  other,  I  don't 
know;  I  cannot  tell  the  day  and  hour.  It  is  said  that  there  is 
sometimes  such  a  thing  as  love  at  first  sight.  This  must  have 
been  the  case  with  us. 

"Brother  Brown  came  to  this  community  very  near  the 
same  time  that  I  did — fifty-two  years  ago — soon  after  the 
terrible  Reconstruction  days,  right  after  the  devastation  and 
havoc  and  destruction  wrought  by  the  Civil  War  throughout 
the  South.  And  before  long — I  don't  know  just  when  it  was — 
some  time  or  other — we  began  to  know  each  other  and  to  feel 
very  greatly  drawn  toward  one  another ;  and  this  increasing 
intimacy  and  love  between  us  has  never  faltered,  but  has  simply 
gone  on  and  on,  to  the  very  end  of  our  earthly  journey  to- 
gether. We  have  shared  each  other's  joys  and  sorrows,  and 
have  confided  in  each  other — he  in  me,  and  I  in  him.  So  he 
and  I,  hand  in  hand,  and  shoulder  to  shoulder,  have  travelled 
together,  through  these  many,  many  years,  sometimes  through 
startling  changes;  but  through  it  all,  we  have  worked  together 
for  the  upbuilding  of  the  Kingdom  of  our  Lord. 

"As  Doctor  Jester  has  said,  there  has  been  a  covenant — in 
fact,  there  have  been  several  covenants  between  us  in  the  course 
of  the  years.  One  was  that  we  should  pray  for  each  other 
every  day;  and  so  we  have  done,  as  the  years  went  on.  You 
know  that  every  preacher  loves  to  pray,  and  to  have  others 
pray  for  him.  When  we  know  that  somebody  else,  some  worth- 
while dear  person,  is  praying  for  us  at  the  same  time  that  we 
are  praying  for  him,  it  is  a  very  great  source  of  strength  and 
comfort.  If  you  have  not  tried  it,  dearly  beloved,  try  it  and 
see  how  well  it  works  when  it  is  put  to  the  test. 

"Brother  Brown  and  I  have  met  with  one  another  and 
helped  each  other  over  some  of  the  rough  passages  of  the 
years  during  which  we  have  journeyed  together.  And  as  our 
dear  brother,  Doctor  Jester,  has  said,  we  had  a  covenant  to- 
gether, that  when  the  end  came,  no  matter  to  which  one  it 
might  come  first,  the  other  would  be  there,  to  grasp  his  hand, 
to  pray  with  him,  and  to  help  him  over  to  the  other  side.  And 
so  when  the  news  came  to  me  on  Monday — on  last  Monday — 
that  Brother  Brown  seemed  to  be  going  so  rapidly,  I  went  just 
as  quickly  as  I  could,  according  to  the  promise  that  we  had 
made  to  each  other — to  sit  by  his  bedside  and  pray  with  him  as 
the  end  drew  nigh. 

"So  we  were  covenanted,  through  the  years,  with  one 
another.    We  have  never  had  any  quarrels  over  religion  or  any- 
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thing  else;  we  have  never  had  any  difficulties  with  one  another; 
we  have  never  argued  any  religion  differences — we  have  never 
had  any  argument  between  us  on  any  subject  whatever,  that  I 
can  remember.  We  were  of  different  religious  denominations ; 
he  was  loyal  to  his  denomination,  and  I  have  tried  to  be  loyal 
to  mine ;  but  we  never  had  any1  time  to  discuss  those  differences, 
because  the  subject  of  a  Christian  life  devoted  to  the  service 
of  our  Lord  took  up  our  time  to  such  an  extent  that  we  hadn't 
any  time  left  to  discuss  questions  of  such  little  degree  of  dif- 
ference as  might  exist  between  his  denomination  and  mine. 

"Young  people  may  imagine  that  the  conversations  that 
ministers  and  other  Christians  have  with  each  other — that  the 
hours  spent  in  fellowship  amongst  one  another  must  be  very 
grave  and  very  solemn;  but  such  is  not  always  the  case. 
Brother  Brown  was  a  man  with  a  fine  sense  of  humor,  and  we 
have  had  many  a  merry  time  together.  No  matter  how  serious 
our  conversations  might  be  at  times,  I  don't  recall  when  we 
ever  closed  an  interview,  going  from  one  another's  homes — he 
from  mine,  or  I  from  his — without  feeling  better — more  cheer- 
ful and  more  hopeful  of  the  future — because  we  had  met  with 
one  another. 

"When  I  came  to  Brother  Brown's  bedside  on  last  Mon- 
day, he  prayed  that  if  it  was  God's  will  that  he  should  go  at 
that  time,  that  the  end  might  be  as  painless  as  possible.  And 
we  spoke  with  one  another,  just  as  we  had  done  through  the 
years,  and  in  one  little  turn  in  our  conversation  he  looked  up 
from  his  pillow  and  said  in  a  strong  clear  voice  to  me:  'Brother 
Rondthaler,  my  only  hope  and  confidence  is  in  Jesus  and  His 
righteousness.'  Dearly  beloved,  I  am  going  to  carry  those 
words  of  his  with  me,  through  the  rest  of  the  earthly  journey, 
and  I  would  be  glad  if  you  would  do  the  same.  Make  that 
your  experience;  make  that  the  power,  the  inward  power,  of 
your  Christian  life,  and  say,  with  this  departed  saint:  'My  only 
hope  and  confidence  is  in  Jesus  and  His  righteousness.' 

"Then  we  prayed  together,  and  I  am  glad  that  I  was  able 
to  refer  to  the  comfort  which  he  had  brought  to  so  many,  many 
people  in  this  community  and  elsewhere  in  the  closing  hours  of 
their  lives;  and  I  prayed  that  the  same  comfort  and  blessing 
might  flow  richly  into  his  own  dear  soul.  That  was  the  last 
time  we  met  together,  before  my  dear  friend  and  brother  went 
to  dwell  with  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  the  last  prayer  we 
had  with  one  another  in  the  course  of  this  long  journey  of 
well  nigh  fifty-two  years. 

"And  so  we  bade  each  other  good-bye  for  a  little  while, 
only  for  a  little  while.  And  as  I  turned  away,  a  rush  of 
memories  came  overcrowding.    I  went  away  from  the  house  in 
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grief — grief  that  I  feel  today,  down  in  the  very  depths  of  my 
soul.  I  felt  that  one  of  my  best  life  props  was  being  removed 
from  beneath  me,  and  that  the  remainder  of  my  earthly  journey 
must  be  without  the  companionship  and  fellowship  of  my  dear 
departed  brother.  And  yet  I  could  not  help  having  another 
feeling  of  exaltation,  as  though  a  beam  of  light  had  passed 
through  my  soul. 

"In  this  house,  dearly  beloved,  I  am  praying  that  the  mes- 
sages of  this  hour  may  help  somebody,  somewhere  in  this  great 
audience,  and  that  you  are  thinking  of  God  and  asking  Him  to 
help  you  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  the  Saviour,  even  as  our 
departed  brother  did,  unto  the  end  of  his  days.  Therefore,  I 
pray  that  the  pathway  which  he  trod  may  beckon  you  to  follow 
'in  His  steps.'  Perhaps  some  of  you  are  nearer  the  end  of  the 
earthly  journey  than  you  realize;  and  others  of  you  may  have 
some  heavy  storms  before  you  yet,  before  your  ship  comes  into 
the  Harbor;  it  is  best  that  we  should  not  know.  After  all,  we 
are  better  off,  as  we  are.  And,  like  Brother  Brown,  let  us  put 
our  trust  in  the  Saviour,  no  matter  what  may  befall. 

"When  I  left  Brother  Brown's  bedside  last  Monday,  I 
thought  of  his  dying  condition  and  I  did  not  know  but  what  he 
was  better  off  than  I,  after  all.  My  brother's  vessel  was  com- 
ing into  the  calm  Harbor,  and  it's  anchors  were  being  dropped 
safely  into  the  soil  of  eternal  bliss,  while  I  was  still  out  on  the 
open  sea,  not  knowing  what  storms  might  still  befall.  Even  as 
I  turned  away  in  grief,  his  hand  was  at  the  portal,  knocking  at 
the  door  of  his  Father's  House. 

"Brother  Brown  and  I  used  to  talk  together  about  what 
we  would  do  when  we  got  to  Heaven.  It  was  a  favorite  sub- 
ject with  us  then,  and  a  very  cheerful  one.  We  would  say  to 
each  other:  'If  God  saves  us  both — and  by  His  grace  we  know 
we  are  saved — when  we  have  been  saved,  we  will  meet  together 
along  the  banks  of  the  River  of  Life,  in  the  shade  of  it's  beauti- 
ful evergreen  trees,  and  we  will  walk  together  along  the  path 
beside  the  Stream,  with  harps  in  our  hands,  in  the  company  of 
the  saints  who  have  gone  on  before.'  It  was  a  favorite  sub- 
ject of  conversation  with  us,  when  we  would  meet  together  in 
times  past,  and  it  has  helped  us  over  many  a  rough  and  weary 
pathway  along  the  journey  of  life.  We  looked  forward  to  that 
Home-coming  with  joy  and  rapture.  And  so,  as  I  entered  his 
home  on  this  last  visit,  I  was  to  bring  him  that  message  of 
comfort. 

"I  feel  that  my  brother's  departure  has  done  for  me  what 
every  Christian's  departure  should  do  for  the  dear  survivors. 
I  am  speaking  to  a  great  housefull  of  people,  a  great  many  of 
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whom  have  gone  through  deep  sorrow  and  bereavement.  It  is 
a  tremendous  trial,  and  one  over  which  we  have  no  control,  but 
there  is  this  comfort  about  it:  that  every  loved  one  that  goes 
Home  to  Christ  and  to  God  makes  Heaven  seem  more  real; 
every  one  that  goes  before  you  and  enters  into  the  Heavenly 
Home,  brings  it  all  the  nearer.  You  think  of  them  so  often! 
You  love  them  so  dearly !  They  are  just  as  near  and  dear  to 
your  affection  as  they  ever  were  in  the  days  before  you  beheld 
them  slipping  slowly  away  from  Time  into  Eternity.  They 
have  simply  gone  on  before.  And  when  you  think  of  them — of 
the  child  you  have  lost,  of  the  husband  or  wife  you  have  lost, 
of  the  father  or  mother  you  have  lost — whoever  they  may  be, 
it  just  brings  Heaven  that  much  nearer,  until  you  can  almost 
lay  your  hand  upon  their  heads  and  look  into  their  loving  eyes 
once  more.  Every  one  that  has  gone  on  before,  makes  Heaven 
real,  because  they  are  there  now.  We  seem  to  see  them,  and 
to  hear  their  voices  in  the  Father's  House.  And  so  Heaven 
comes  to  have  real  streets  of  silver  and  gold,  almost  as  real  to 
us  as  is  the  busy  street  that  runs  in  front  of  this  church. 

"It  was  hard  to  give  my  brother  up,  but  I  felt  that  our 
separation  was  but  for  a  little  while,  after  all,  and  that  we 
would  soon  meet  again  in  that  happier  Clime,  as  all  Christians 
are  permitted  to  feel,  when  their  dearest  loved  ones  go  Home. 
I  felt  that  nry  dear  brother  had  simply  gone  on  before,  and  I 
know  he  is  waiting  for  me  there,  in  the  view  of  all  the  saints 
that  are  traveling  up  and  down  the  golden  streets  of  the 
Heavenly  Zion. 

"The  lines  of  the  sweet  hymn  are  now  going  through  my 
soul,  as  I  address  you  all,  and  I  hope  that  they  may  come 
true  in  your  case  and  that  of  your  dear  departed: 

'0  then  what  raptured  greetings 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore! 
What  knitting  severed  friendships  up, 

Where  partings  are  no  more.' " 

At  the  conclusion  of  Bishop  Rondthaler's  address,  a 
quartette,  composed  of  Messrs.  James  E.  Thomas,  Jasper  M. 
Dean,  Paul  Lupo  and  Lester  Coggins,  sang  "The  Beautiful 
Land": 

"I  have  heard  of  a  land 

On  a  faraway  strand, 

In  the  Bible  the  story  is  told, 

Where  cares  never  come, 

Never  darkness  nor  gloom, 

And  nothing  shall  ever  grow  old. 
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In  that  beautiful  land 

On  a  faraway  strand, 

No  storms  with  their  blasts  ever  frown; 

The  streets,  I  am  told, 

Are  paved  with  pure  gold, 

And  the  sun  it  shall  never  go  down. 

"There  are  evergreen  trees 

That  bend  low  in  the  breeze, 

And  their  fruitage  is  brighter  than  gold; 

There  are  harps  for  our  hands, 

In  that  fairest  of  lands, 

And  nothing  shall  ever  grow  old. 

In  that  beautiful  land 

On  a  faraway  strand, 

No  storms  with  their  blasts  ever  frown; 

The  streets,  I  am  told, 

Are  paved  with  pure  gold, 

And  the  sun  it  shall  never  go  down. 

"There's  a  home  in  that  land, 

At  the  Father's  right  hand; 

There  are  mansions  whose  joys  are  untold, 

And  perennial  spring, 

Where  the  birds  ever  sing, 

And  nothing  can  ever  grow  old. 

"In  that  beautiful  land 

On  a  faraway  strand, 

No  storms  with  their  blasts  ever  frown; 

The  streets,  I  am  told, 

Are  paved  with  pure  gold, 

And  the  sun  it  shall  never  go  down." 


THE  PROCESSIONAL 

Doctor  Jester:  "We  will  now  repair  to  Salem  Cemetery, 
where  the  body  of  our  departed  brother  shall  rest,  awaiting  the 
blessed  hour  of  the  Resurrection." 

The  processional  then  left  the  church,  passing  down  the 
center  aisle,  the  members  of  the  Masonic  Order  coming  first, 
then  the  honorary  pallbearers  (consisting  of  the  members  of 
the  Ministers'  Association,  and  Confederate  Veterans,)  fol- 
lowed by  the  active  pallbearers  and  the  casket.  The  eight 
active  pallbearers  were  Messrs.  J.  F.  Reich,  W.  A.  Wilkinson, 
A.  H.  Eller,  J.  R.  Fletcher,  Doctor  W.  M.  Johnson,  Doctor  E. 
A.  Lockett,  Doctor  W.  J.  Conrad  and  Doctor  J.  Conrad  Wat- 
kins.    Outside  the   church,   the   honorary   pallbearers  formed 
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an  aisle  from  the  steps  to  the  waiting  hearse,  through  which 
the  casket  was  borne  by  the  eight  pallbearers. 

As  the  long  funeral  procession,  led  by  two  motorcycle  of- 
ficers, passed  quietly  along  the  route  to  the  cemetery,  hundreds 
of  people  were  lined  up  along  the  sidewalks  on  either  side, 
especially  in  the  business  section  of  the  city,  waiting  to  pay 
final  honor  and  respect  to  the  memory  of  one  of  the  best  beloved 
citizens  which  this  community  has  ever  known.  And  when 
finally  the  cemetery  was  reached,  another  large  group  of  mourn- 
ing friends  had  already  assembled,  to  witness  the  committal 
service. 

AT  THE  GRAVE 

The  services  at  the  grave  were  conducted  by  the  pastor 
and  the  Masonic  Fraternity,  Mr.  Leon  Cash,  Past  Grand  Mas- 
ter, officiating. 

Doctor  Jester:  "Forasmuch  as  it  hath  pleased  Almighty 
God  to  take  out  of  its  clayed  tenement  the  soul  that  inhabited 
it,  we  do  therefore  commit  its  decaying  remains  to  their  kindred 
elements :  earth  to  earth,  ashes  to  ashes,  and  dust  to  dust ;  in  the 
certain  belief  of  the  resurrection  from  the  dead,  through  our 
Lord  and  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ." 

Masonic  Ritual  Read  By  Mr.  Cash:  "The  last  offices 
paid  to  the  dead  are  only  useful  as  lectures  to  the  living:  from 
them  we  are  to  derive  instruction  and  to  consider  every 
solemnity  of  this  kind  as  a  summons  to  prepare  for  our  ap- 
proaching dissolution. 

"Notwithstanding  the  various  mementoes  of  mortality  with 
which  we  daily  meet;  notwithstanding  Death  has  established 
his  empire  over  all  the  works  of  nature,  yet,  through  some  un- 
accountable infatuation,  we  forget  that  we  are  born  to  die;  we 
go  on  from  one  design  to  another,  add  hope  to  hope  and  lay 
our  plans  for  the  employment  of  many  years,  till  we  are  sudden- 
ly alarmed  at  the  approach  of  Death,  when  we  least  expect  it, 
and  at  an  hour  which  we  probably  conclude  to  be  the  meridian 
of  our  existence. 

"While  we  drop  the  sympathetic  tear  over  the  grave  of 
our  deceased  friend,  let  Charity  incline  us  to  throw  a  veil  over 
his  foibles,  whatever  they  may  have  been,  and  not  withhold 
from  his  memory  the  praise  that  his  virtues  may  have  claimed. 
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Suffer  the  apologies  of  human  nature  to  plead  in  his  behalf. 
Perfection  on  earth  has  never  been  attained.  The  wisest,  as 
well  as  the  best  of  men,  have  erred. 

"Let  the  present  example  excite  our  most  serious  thoughts 
and  strengthen  our  resolutions  of  amendment.  As  life  is  un- 
certain and  all  earthly  pursuits  are  vain,  let  us  no  longer  post- 
pone the  all  important  concern  of  preparing  for  Eternity,  but 
embrace  the  happy  moment,  while  time  and  opportunity  offer, 
to  provide  against  the  great  change,  when  all  the  pleasures  of 
this  world  shall  cease  to  delight,  and  the  reflections  of  a  vir- 
tuous and  holy  life  yield  the  only  comfort  and  consolation. 
Thus,  our  expectations  will  not  be  frustrated,  nor  we  be  hurried 
unprepared  into  the  presence  of  an  All-Wise  and  Powerful 
Judge,  to  whom  the  secrets  of  all  hearts  are  known. 

"Let  us,  while  in  this  state  of  existence,  support  with 
propriety  the  character  of  our  profession,  advert  to  the  nature 
of  our  solemn  ties,  and  pursue  with  assiduity  the  sacred  tenets 
of  our  Order.  Then,  with  becoming  reverence,  let  us  seek  the 
favor  of  the  Eternal  God,  so  that  when  the  awful  moment  of 
death  arrives,  be  it  soon  or  late,  we  may  be  enabled  to  prose- 
cute our  journey  without  dread  or  apprehension,  to  that  far 
distant  country  whence  no  traveler  returns. 

"This  Lamb  Skin,  or  white  leather  Apron,  is  an  emblem 
of  Innocence  and  the  badge  of  a  Mason:  more  ancient  than  the 
Golden  Fleece  or  Roman  Eagle;  more  honorable  than  the  Star 
and  Garter,  when  worthily  worn. 

"This  emblem  I  now  deposit  in  the  grave  of  our  deceased 
Brother.  By  this  we  are  reminded  of  the  universal  dominion 
of  Death.  The  arm  of  friendship  cannot  oppose  the  King  of 
Terrors,  nor  the  charm  of  innocence  elude  his  grasp.  This 
grave,  that  coffin,  this  circle  of  mourning  friends,  remind  us 
that  we,  too,  are  mortal:  soon  shall  our  bodies  moulder  to  dust. 

"This  evergreen  is  an  emblem  of  our  faith  in  the  immor- 
tality of  the  soul.  By  this  we  are  reminded  that  we  have  an 
immortal  part  within  us  which  shall  survive  the  grave,  and 
which  shall  never,  never,  never  die." 

All  Members  In  Unison:  "The  will  of  God  is  accom- 
plished. So  mote  it  be.  Amen.  We  cherish  his  memory  here, 
we  commend  his  spirit  to  God  who  gave  it,  and  commit  his 
body  to  the  tomb." 

Mr.  Cash  :  "From  time  immemorial,  it  has  been  the  cus- 
tom among  the  Fraternity  of  Free  and  Accepted  Masons,  at 
the  request  of  a  Brother,  to  accompany  his  remains  to  the  place 
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of  interment  and  there  to  deposit  them  with  the  usual  formali- 
ties. 

"In  conformity  to  this  usage,  we  have  assembled  in  the 
character  of  Masons,  to  offer  up  to  his  memory  before  the 
world,  the  last  tribute  of  our  affection,  thereby  demonstrating 
the  sincerity  of  our  past  esteem  for  him  and  our  steady  at- 
tachment to  the  principles  of  the  Order. 

"The  great  Creator  having  been  pleased,  out  of  His  in- 
finite mercy,  to  remove  our  Brother  from  the  cares  and  troubles 
of  a  transitory  existence  to  a  state  of  eternal  duration  and 
thereby  to  weaken  the  chain  by  which  we  are  united,  man  to 
man,  may  we  who  survive  him  anticipate  our  approaching  fate, 
and  may  we  be  more  strongly  cemented  in  the  ties  of  union  and 
friendship,  that  during  the  short  space  allotted  to  our  present 
existence  we  may  wisely  and  usefully  employ  our  time,  and  in 
the  reciprocal  intercourse  of  kind  and  friendly  acts,  mutually 
promote  the  welfare  and  happiness  of  each  other. 

"Unto  the  grave  we  have  resigned  the  body  of  our  deceased 
Brother.  Earth  to  earth,  dust  to  dust,  ashes  to  ashes — there  to 
remain  until  the  Trumpet  shall  sound  on  the  Resurrection 
Morn. 

"To  those  of  the  immediate  relatives  and  friends  who  are 
most  heart  stricken  at  the  loss  they  have  sustained,  we  have 
but  little  of  this  world's  consolation  to  offer.  We  can  only 
sincerely,  deeply  and  most  affectionately  sympathize  with  them 
in  their  afflictive  bereavement  and  remind  them  that  He  who 
tempers  the  wind  to  the  Shorn  Lamb  looks  down  with  infinite 
compassion  upon  the  bereaved  in  the  hour  of  their  desolation 
and  will  fold  the  arms  of  His  love  and  protection  around  those 
who  put  their  trust  in  Him. 

"We  can  cheerfully  leave  him  in  the  hands  of  a  Being  who 
has  done  all  things  well,  who  is  glorious  in  holiness,  fearful  in 
praises,  doing  wonders.  Then  let  us  all  so  improve  this  solemn 
warning,  that  on  the  great  day  of  accounting  we  may  receive 
from  the  Compassionate  Judge  the  welcome  invitation:  'Come, 
ye  blessed  of  my  Father,  inherit  the  Kingdom  prepared  for 
you  from  the  foundation  of  the  world/  " 

Masonic  Prayer  Read  by  Doctor  Jester:  "Almighty 
and  Eternal  God,  in  whom  we  live  and  move  and  have  our  being, 
and  before  Whom  all  men  must  appear  in  the  Judgment  Day, 
to  give  an  account  of  their  deeds  in  life,  we  who  are  daily  ex- 
posed to  flying  shafts  of  death  and  who  now  surround  the  grave 
of  our  fallen  Brother,  most  earnestly  beseech  Thee  to  impress 
deeply  on  our  minds  the  solemnities  of  this  day,  as  well  as  the 


{Page  twenty- five) 


lamentable  occurrence  that  has  occasioned  them.  Here  may  we 
be  forcibly  reminded  that  in  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death, 
and  that  whatever  elevation  of  character  we  may  have  attained, 
however  upright  and  square  the  course  we  have  pursued,  yet 
shortly  must  we  all  submit  as  victims  of  it's  destroying  power, 
and  endure  the  humbling  level  of  the  tomb,  until  the  last  loud 
Trump  shall  sound  the  summons  of  our  resurrection  from 
mortality  and  corruption. 

"May  we  have  Thy  divine  assistance,  O  Merciful  God,  to 
redeem  our  misspent  time;  and  in  the  discharge  of  the  import- 
ant duties  Thou  hast  assigned  us  in  the  erection  of  our  moral 
edifice,  may  we  have  wisdom  from  on  High  to  direct  us, 
strength  commensurate  with  our  task  to  support  us,  and  the 
beauty  of  holiness  to  adorn  and  render  all  our  performances 
acceptable  in  Thy  sight.  And  when  our  work  is  done  and  our 
bodies  mingle  with  the  Mother  Earth,  may  our  souls,  disengage- 
ed  from  the  cumbrous  dust,  flourish  and  bloom  in  Eternal  Day 
and  enjoy  that  rest  which  Thou  hast  prepared  for  all  good  and 
faithful  servants  in  that  spiritual  house  not  made  with  hands, 
eternal  in  the  heavens.  Amen." 

The  benediction  was  pronounced  by  Rev.  V.  M.  Swaim, 
pastor  of  the  Southside  Baptist  Church,  of  Winston-Salem: 

"And  now  may  grace,  mercy  and  peace  from  God,  our 
Father,  and  the  love  of  Jesus  Christ,  His  Son,  and  the  com- 
munion and  fellowship  of  the  Holy  Ghost  be  with  us  all,  and 
forevermore.  Amen." 
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THE  FAREWELL  OF  TWO  FRIENDS 


The  last  meeting  in  the  flesh  between  Dr.  Brown  and 
Bishop  Rondthaler  was  a  touching  scene.  Most  of  the  day  Dr. 
Brown  had  been  lying  in  a  light  stupor,  but  when  told  that 
the  bishop  was  downstairs  and  wanted  to  see  him,  all  clouds 
seemed  to  roll  away  from  his  intellect,  and  during  their  meeting 
his  mind  was  quite  clear.  When  asked  if  he  felt  like  seeing  his 
old  friend,  he  said  eagerly,  "Yes,  yes." 

Bishop  Rondthaler  came  slowly  upstairs  to  Dr.  Brown's 
room,  seated  himself  in  a  straight  chair  at  the  head  of  the  bed 
on  the  right  side,  took  Dr.  Brown's  right  hand  in  his,  and  let 
his  left  forearm  and  hand  encircle  the  head  of  his  old  comrade, 
with  the  palm  of  his  hand  resting  on  the  forehead.  Then  he 
said,  "My  brother,  I  have  just  heard  that  you  are  very  sick, 
and  have  come  to  see  you  as  soon  as  I  could,  just  as  I  know 
you  would  have  come  to  see  me  had  I  been  the  sick  one.  You 
know,  you  and  I  have  had  the  understanding  for  many  years 
that  whenever  one  of  us  became  very  sick,  the  other  would  come 
to  see  him.  You  have  given  comfort  to  so  many  others  in  sick- 
ness and  in  distress,  that  you  know  yourself  Whom  to  look  to 
for  comfort."  Dr.  Brown — "Yes,  that  has  been  our  mission." 
"And  even  if  it  should  be  the  Lord's  will  that  this  should  be 
the  last  of  your  earthly  pilgrimage,  I  know  that  all  is  well 
with  you,  and  that  you  are  sure  of  a  welcome  in  Heaven."  To 
which  Dr.  Brown  replied, 

"My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 
Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness." 

Then  Bishop  Rondthaler  spoke  again,  "But  how  great  is 
that  hope! — And  now,  my  brother,  shall  we  pray  together  once 
more,  as  we  have  so  often  done  in  the  past?"  Dr.  Brown's 
reply  was,  "You  pray  for  me.    I  am  too  weak." 

It  is  impossible  to  record  this  beautiful  prayer  exactly, 
and  even  if  it  were,  the  mere  words  could  not  convey  the  wealth 
of  tenderness  in  the  voice  of  the  venerable  bishop,  as  he  com- 
mended the  soul  of  his  comrade  to  the  God  whom  they  had 
served  so  long  and  so  faithfully  in  Christian  fellowship.  Here 
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is  a  feeble  echo  of  it.  "O  God,  Whom  our  brother  hath  served 
so  faithfully,  look  with  tender  compassion  upon  his  suffering. 
As  he  hath  shown  so  many  others  through  the  years  how  to 
find  comfort  in  Thee,  wilt  Thou  give  him  that  same  comfort. 
If  it  should  be  Thy  will  to  take  him  to  Thyself,  as  he  has 
pointed  the  way  to  Heaven  to  so  many,  wilt  Thou  make  the 
way  easy  for  him.  Amen." 

As  Bishop  Rondthaler  rose  to  go,  Dr.  Brown  clung  to  his 
hand  as  if  he  realized  it  would  be  the  last  time  they  were  to 
meet  on  earth,  and  said,  "Thank  you,  my  brother.  There 
hasn't  been  one  bit  of  friction  between  us  in  more  than  fifty 
years."  To  which  the  bishop  assented,  "No,  not  one  bit,"  and 
could  say  no  more  as  he  left  the  room. 
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HAVING  A  DESIRE  TO  DEPART 


(This  is  the  last  of  the  articles  by  Dr.  Henry  A.  Brown 
written  for  the  Biblical  Recorder  just  a  short  time  before  his 
death.) 

What  we  sometimes  call  death  is  not  a  ceasing  to  be — it  is 
a  transition,  a  departure,  a  change  of  atmosphere  and  environ- 
ment. It  is  vacating  an  earthly  tenement  for  mansions  in  our 
Father's  house  in  heaven.  It  is  going  away  from  earthly 
streets  with  their  noise  and  confusion  and  danger  to  a  city 
whose  maker  and  builder  is  God,  where  nothing  shall  defile  or 
make  us  afraid.  It  is  a  step  in  the  line  of  promotion  to  a 
higher  sphere  and  a  wider  service.  Though  our  outward  man 
perish  the  inward  man  is  renewed  day  by  day.  We  throw  off 
our  perishable  bodies  and  are  fashioned  after  the  image  of  Him 
who  created  us. 

Paul  expressed  a  desire  to  depart.  He  had  been  a  great 
traveler.  He  had  gone  from  Jerusalem  round  about  to  Illyri- 
cum  a  distance  of  hundreds  of  miles.  He  was  a  way-worn, 
weather-beaten,  home  sick  missionary  in  many  far  away 
countries.  He  was  in  perils  on  the  land  and  on  the  sea  and 
among  false  brethren.  He  was  in  prison  sometimes  or  went 
about  with  a  chain  about  his  body  and  under  guard.  He  was  in 
weariness  and  in  painfulness,  in  hunger  and  thirst,  in  cold  and 
nakedness.  He  had  been  shown  how  much  he  must  suffer  for 
his  Master's  sake.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  he  sometimes  wished 
that  he  might  lay  off  his  earthly  tabernacle,  go  home  and  rest 
in  his  Father's  house  in  heaven. 

It  is  not  wrong  to  want  to  die  if  we  are  sure  our  work  is 
done.  A  great  missionary  once  said,  "I  am  not  tired  of  living — 
I  am  not  tired  of  my  work;  but  if  my  Master  should  call  me 
no  school  boy  would  more  gladly  leave  his  school  books  and 
dart  away  for  home  than  I  would  leave  for  my  heavenly  man- 
sion." 

No  good  man  should  want  to  die  before  his  work  is  done. 
It  is  cowardly  to  want  to  run  away  from  unfinished  tasks.  But 
it  is  natural  for  some  of  us  to  have  sympathy  with  Paul  when 
he  spake  of  "a  desire  to  depart  and  be  with  Christ  which  is  far 
better."  It  would  be  far  better  for  service  because  we  would 
serve  there  unhampered  with  fear  of  failure.  We  would  be 
happier  in  service  there  than  here  because  there  would  be  no 
uncertainty  about  having  the  smile  of  our  Saviour's  approval 
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on  all  we  should  do  and  say.  We  can't  help  wanting  to  sing 
sometimes  the  old  hymn  our  fathers  and  mothers  sang  in  the 
long  ago: 

"I  would  not  live  alway,  I  ask  not  to  stay 

Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way; 

The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here — 

Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God, 

Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 

Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plains, 

And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns." 

It  must  be,  in  the  nature  of  things,  that  we  often  think 
of  those  "loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile"  and  sigh  for  their 
sweet  fellowship  in  the  wide  range  of  eternal  bliss.  But  we 
will  watch  and  wait,  sing  and  pray,  and  be  robed  and  ready 
when  the  Master  comes  to  gather  His  own  elect  from  the  cor- 
ners of  the  earth.  It  will  be  worth  while  to  have  lived,  toiled, 
suffered  and  sacrificed  and  waited  for  the  coming  of  the  Lord 
to  make  up  His  jewels  and  hear  Him  say,  "Well  done,  good 
and  faithful  servant,  thou  hast  been  faithful  over  a  few  things 
I  will  make  thee  ruler  over  many  things.  Enter  thou  into  the 
Joy  of  thy  Lord." 

I  close  this  line  of  thought  with  a  quotation  from  Victor 
Hugo.  "For  half  a  century  I  have  been  writing  my  thoughts 
in  prose  and  verse,  history,  philosophy,  drama,  romance,  tradi- 
tion, satire,  ode  and  song.  I  have  tried  all.  But  I  feel  I  have 
not  said  the  thousandth  part  of  what  is  in  me.  When  I  go 
down  to  my  grave  I  can  say  I  have  finished  my  life.  My 
day's  work  will  begin  the  next  morning.  The  tomb  is  not  a 
blind  alley — it  is  a  thoroughfare.  It  closes  in  the  twilight — 
it  opens  in  the  dawn." 
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